I3g         THE  MEMOIRS  OF JACQUES   CASANOVA

Planetary Hours, and the conjurations necessary for holding
:olloquies with demons of all descriptions. Those who knew
[ had these books thought that I was a great magician, a
supposition which had somewhat flattered me.

Messer Grande also took the books I had on my table,
Petrarch, Ariosto, Horace, the Military Philosopher, the
Portier d-es Chartreux and Aretino.

While these things were being gathered up, I dressed my-
self mechanically, shaved, put on a laced shirt, and my best
clothes. Messer Grande watched me imperturbably, dressing
as if for a wedding. There were about forty archers outside
the door, which showed they expected some difficulty in
arresting me! Two would have been enough. It is odd that:
in London, where every one is brave, one can arrest another
single-handed. Among cowards thirty are not considered too
many: it is, perhaps, because the coward turned assailant is
more frightened than the coward whom he assails! Anyhow
in Venice I have often seen a single man stand up against
twenty policemen, and escape from them in the end; and I
remember once in Paris helping a friend to get away from
forty vile myrmidons of the law !

I was taken to the Grand Inquisitor's house, and locked
up in a room there. I was quite incapable of thinking or
making any plans for my defence, and I spent four hours
dozing on a sofa, waking up every now and then, only to
fall asleep again, as though under the influence of some
powerful narcotic. About three o'clock the captain of the
archers came in and told me he had orders to conduct me to
'The Leads.'1 In silence I followed him; we took a gon-

prison took its name from the fact that the roof was
covered with sheets of lead instead of tiles. The garrets of the
palace were divided into cells which formed the prison, and were
entered by a narrow staircase from the Salle Bussola. In the space
between the last room and the roof were a dozen cells, where state
prisoners were confined, but at the present day the partitions are
down to make a depot for paper, and the prison is suppressed. It
was by the last window on the side of the Bridge of Sighs that
Casanova escaped. Victor Hugo describes 'the Leads* in Angelo,
Tyrant of Padua.